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That moral was pointed out even more strongly for
me as I walked through the village of Sebustieh to
join my car. Three military and police lorries arrived,
and out of one car tumbled those terrible police-dogs
under the charge of a British officer. They were start-
ing on another man-hunt, pursuing people who ap-
peared to them vicious murdering brigands, though
the turbanned men of Samaria, standing sullenly by,
considered them patriots and potential martyrs. There
had been an attack on a party of British police doing
a patrol in the mountains to the east of Samaria, and
the avengers of blood were now hot on the trail.
I got into my car, and drove to Nablus, where I
found a convoy forming up to go to Jerusalem. After
booking a seat in one of the cars for five hundred mils,
ie. ten shillings, about twice the price I ought to have
paid, I went back to the monastery, thanked my
kindly hosts, and started for Jerusalem.